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thread. There were others as big as a bat and luminously
blue, that hovered tantalizingly out of reach like animated
jewels.

Bright yellow birds swayed on the tall sugar cane, and vivid
green parrots shrieked noisily in flight. White orchids grew
on the mossy tree branches that overhung the river.

I have loved spring in England with its fresh dews, fragrant
bluebells and butterflies the colour of primroses, but this
was as if qne had gathered all the best in the world and com-
posed a picture.

We lost all track of days and dates. There was no post and
the rest of the world was therefore non-existent.

The idea that occurred to me was " Why not remain? " It
was the kind of place I had dreamed of all my life. When I
was a girl I desired to live on the edge of the desert, in the
places described by Robert Hichens. Here was a place no
less beautiful and as remote. There would be an end to all
material anxiety. I would win back my soul, become myself,
and throw off the cloak that publicity had wrapped me in,
and which chafed me like a hair shirt. All the vulgarity of
civilization, the misery and the injustice would be lost to sight.
And Dick ?

He would be spared the tyranny of a boarding-school educa-
tion. He would be happy in a state of nature! If all the
countries in the world were devastated by wars, this remote
spot would remain untouched. So I argued to myself, and I
knew thereby that I was spiritually very tired. Ever since
my widowhood I had felt as if life were a kind of " walking the
plank/' in which I was liable to slip overboard any moment.
Every day that passed and did not engulf me seemed to me a
miracle. I understood why people many. Half the time
it is not from love, but from what Rupert Brooke called
" heart's loneliness/' It is almost easier for two rocky people
to stand together than for one strong one to stand alone. I
have never been sure of my strength, or the degree of its
capacity. For this reason I have at times grasped here and
there, an outstretched hand, feeling I should totter and fall
unless I did so.

The path of least resistance seemed to be a lonely road